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Author's Notes: 
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characters borrowed from a popular work of fiction (the King James version) . Whatsername . Bestiality (but 
with reach-around, so its ok) . Fat shaming .. Inadequate Municipal Storm Drainage System (this is NOT a 
euphemism) .. Nonconsensual Human Transmogrification (this is NOT the name of a Rock Band) .. supernatural 
mass fucking . Pee . and gratuitous "tipping" of the pizza man ... Oh yeah; and some classic cars, God fucking, 
and God fucking up. [This is NOT the same parallel dimension where Trashcan Man fulfills his destiny . but it IS 
the same night], Las Vegas and the exit signs are REAL. The prostitutes are REAL. Some of the tits are fake. 
All of the whores are fake. Noel Gallagher's knife is STILL real. The author was in Vegas when this storm hit. 


"| did all that stupid stuff for you THEN, and what did | get out of it? .. What did ANYBODY get?" 


The air was thin up here in the mountains . the wind barely made a sound over the rocks .. but there was no 


other answer. 


".. All | got was extra HOLES in my wrists and feet . and a few other places . and then | had to go sit at YOUR 


boring-ass right hand forever, watching YOUR perverted followers raping kids, burning witches, and building 
theme parks in MY name!" 


The sun was sinking on the Western side of the Sierra Mountains . Jesus was not sure if God his Almighty 
Father was ignoring him [AGAIN] .. He tossed his empty rum bottle out in front of him. It whistled away, 
bouncing with musical dings twice before bursting and tinkling further down the immense dishevelment of 
shattered granite. 


"HEY! .... You passive aggressive fuck!" 


Still no answer . which Jesus took appropriately to be proof enough of his accusation. He turned his back on 
the setting sun, spread his arms, (his white robe showing in the sunlight as a cross for just a moment) .. and 
he flew away East . the mountains falling away beneath him as their shadow stretched out before him . the 
tree line resumed below him . scrub trees and then tall pines, a thick moss from his high-flying vantage 
carpeting the knees of the mountains, only to peter out again as he flew out over the desert which stretched 


from here all the way to Death Valley. 
"And beyond that .. Las Vegas," he said . to himself and . to anyone he thought might be listening. 


"That's where l'm going, Father," he said as he flew faster . zooming down so that he was only 200 feet off 
the ground and could count the cars on the highway. "I'm going to Vegas! . I'm going to UNDO my lame-ass 
sacrifice and get everyone their souls back. Nobody listens to anything | ever said anyway. They're all tied up 
in that lunatic book full of misogynist ravings from that murdering closet faggot.” 


He crossed two lines of mountains . then felt the heat over Death Valley, the thermals were still rising as 
shadow of the mountains gave way to twilight. "This is the most hellish place on the face of the planet," he 
shouted out to the silent creator. "Now tourists come to see it for a vacation . while the rest stay busy 
running a global industrial economy that rejoices in trying to make the rest of the planet look just like THIS!" . 
Jesus paused in his rant to hack a loogie and spit down into the heat. "Your idiot followers think IM going to 
come back on a white horse and fix their mess and tell them it's all right that they destroyed the only planet 
they have! FUCK THAT HONKEY SHIT!" 


Jesus soared over the white brutal desert until twilight faded away completely, and the chill and dark of night 
touched him with the wind rippling by through his white robe. Impervious to the cold, he soared onward . 
angling South East, rising over one last phalanx of mountains and making straight for the lights in the desert. 


20 miles outside of Las Vegas, Jesus spied a campfire burning on the desert floor and sensed the entity sitting 
beside that glow was aware of him. In a moment he KNEW who it was. He'd met him in other deserts, other 
times before, in the early days. If he was going to make a trip to this modern day Sodom and Gomorrah, and 


make it work . he might need some advice. He aimed himself at the fire and descended. 


He landed lightly beside the rusted out hulk of a 1951 Studebaker Champion which had once been robin-egg blue. 


Now it was just steel grey and rust brown. The campfire was burning in the hollow where the engine used to 


be . the hood was gone . so was the windshield and some of the firewall. Most of the dashboard was more or 
less intact. The doors were open . just hanging on their ancient hinges above the desert ground .. the wheels 
still showing ragged traces of dry-rotted tires flat for half a century. In the driver's seat smoking a curved 


wooden pipe was Lucifer himself. 


His long beard and hair were neatly braided, his mustache curling at the ends . and he greeted Jesus with a 
friendly grin of perfect bright teeth that shown out from the tanned, leathery face. His teeth held the 
mouthpiece of the slender pipe from which the rich smell of Mother Nature was unmistakable. Other than the 
roof and back windows still keeping out the weather [such as it was in the desert] . the only thing actually 
working in this ancient auto was the radio . glowing faintly in the dashboard, there was the tinny sound of old 
speakers putting out Gordon Lightfoot's "That's What You Get For Lovin Me." 


"Welcome, Brother," Lucifer said with genuine warmth, offering Jesus the passenger seat. A reluctant coyote 
uncurled and vacated the seat to allow another butt to sit . slinking off into the shadows among the cacti. 
Jesus stepped up and, with one hand on the roof, he lowered himself into the warm spot left by the coyote. He 
looked over at his father's oldest henchman, who didn't hesitate to pass the pipe as he blew a smoke-ring 


toward the crackling orange fire. 


Jesus accepted the pipe and pulled a toke on it . the herb glowing in the bowl. Lucifer spoke since Jesus’ mouth 
was busy. 


| used to say ‘your Father's most LOYAL henchman... .! guess | can go back to using that again?" 


Jesus had forgotten how Lucifer read minds . how their conversations in the desert long ago were held almost 
completely in silence. As he held the toke in his lungs, he glanced over and nodded, thankful not to have to 


explain himself. 


Lucifer continued. "I can't say | HATE to say ‘| told you so' . but yadda yadda yadda," he chuckled . "Our Dad is 
a bit of a psycho . a user . an all time champ of ‘I didn't think that through’ ... | mean, | don't need to tell YOU 
. son of Date Rape? .. and Deity via Crucifiction?" 


Jesus blew out his smoke, punctuated with a cough. "Date Rape?" he croaked. 


Lucifer gave a sardonic frown. "Are you still touchy about that .. | thought you were pissed off about the 
ludicrous book, among other things . At least THAT trick wasn't on YOU." He reached down between the seats 
and pulled out a moth-eaten ratty old copy of King James and waved it dramatically . "And the Spirit of The 
Lord came All Over Mary .. and he sent the Angel Gabriel around later with some wet-wipes to say, ‘guess 
what .. you's knocked up, little-twat . Spaketh Mary, ‘God Damn It!" and was vexed anon" 


"Fuck you, Luce," Jesus said casually. "At least | wasn't just pulled out of God's ass with his own thumb and 
forefinger." 


Lucifer closed one eye and scowled . then burst out laughing. "yeah . he told me the same thing. Must be true, 


‘cause it ain't in the book" He tossed the old Bible into the fire, where it quickly began curling up page by page 


and going up in smoke and sparks. 
Jesus watched it burn for a moment and remarked, "Burnin’ Books . you MUST be a christian." 


"I only have it just in case | need rollin’ papers . but | have the pipe. | can always roust another copy out of a 
motel or brothel any time . or .. since I'm camped out here lookin’ homeless . some of YOUR followers come 
out and share the good news. My absolute favorite occasions are when the young Mormon's come out” 
Lucifer's loud short laugh spoke of tales he could tell. "Can you imagine being posted to Las Vegas to do your 
mission for the Latter-Day Saints? | show those guys the town!" 


Jesus gave a twisted smirk . "How is that working out for THEM?" 
‘tm batting 1000," Lucifer shrugged, as if it was no big deal. 


Jesus envisioned young Mormons on their knees in alleyways to get enough to buy their favorite whore . 


others already working as pimps. 


"They're Prostitutes," Lucifer corrected out loud, "It's legal and they have their price up front. Whores let you 
THINK it's free." 


Taking another toke on the pipe, Jesus recognized the new song on the radio . one of John Entwistle's darker 
bits .. He let his smoke out easy as he savored him singing the commanding refrain . "Your MINE!" 


Lucifer took the pipe and scorched the herb mercilessly, drawing in a big hit. He held it . then started talking, 
letting the smoke just come out with the words. "So you are quitting the Circus. | wish that | could. Like | said . 
Too Goddamn Loyal.” 


Jesus nodded. "My so-called followers don't listen or live by anything | ever said . the book is mostly full of 
shit | never said, or meant, or wanted, and that goes TRIPLE for Father Almighty, but he doesn't do anything 
about it." 


Lucifer hit the pipe again . held it a few moments „ then blew a large smoke ring which hovered over his head 
like a halo. 


"f l'd been given the nod .. | believe | could have done a better job," he said sagely. 


Jesus’ gaze fell from the grey smoke halo to the shifting images in the fire. After a thoughtful pause he 
asked, "Did you ever try pulling anyone out of YOUR ass?" 


Lucifer had an expression of dawning epiphany, "You know .... | never have tried that. Do you suppose | should 
lube up first?" 


"| don't think Father did when he pulled you out . inconsiderate bastard” 
"Your mom either," Lucifer quipped. 
"Fuck you Even HARDER," Jesus rejoined. 


Off in the distance .. just beyond the last line of mountains west of them .. a flash of lightning flickered . 
illuminating everything for an instant . and the radio crackled and changed stations with a wink of it's dim 


dashboard light .. the new song was Bob Dylan .. "Gotta Serve Somebody." 
Lucifer pursed his lips . then smiled. "We got company. . .. . What are you here for again?" 


Jesus looked over his shoulder at the storm coming over the edge of those mountains, then back to his host. 


"I thought you KNEW what | was here for." 


Lucifer shrugged . "I DO .. but for what you WANT .. you are going to have to ASK me." he stuck his tongue 


out and gave a short lecherous chuckle, ". and it looks like the Old Man is interested in stopping you, or he 


wouldn't be here now." 


Jesus looked at his half-brother earnestly . "I need to unconsecrate my sacrifice. | need to do something that 


will end christianity, and it needs to be At LEAST as public as Golgotha" 

"Yes yes ." Lucifer said letting another toke out, ". | know just where and when . but you still have to ask" 
Jesus nodded. "Where is the most unholy DICK in Las Vegas .. | need to suck it in front of thousands." 

The thunder from the flash of lightning finally rumbled . like a distant warning. 


Lucifer looked past the young man at the gathering storm . then said . "You'll find him between sets . 
backstage at the Colosseum in 30 minutes . Caesar's Palace. His break between sets is just I5 minutes, so you 
better hurry." He touched his radio with one finger and Dylan was replaced with Merl Haggard singing "The Old 
Man From the Mountain" .. 


Jesus noticed the manufacturer's logo on the radio for the first time . North-Central Positronics. He reached 
for the pipe in Lucifer's hand but the fallen angel pulled it back from him. 


"There'll be plenty for you to smoke when you Get There . | did say Hurry.” 


Jesus nodded, "Thanks, Brother." He got out of the car and instinctively closed the door. The hinge that had 
been rusted solid turned easily without a squeak, and the door clunked neatly against the frame . the paint-job 
on both body and door renewed to the robin-egg blue, the chrome door-handle shining as another flash of 
lighting lit up the desert. 


Jesus raised his arms and lifted off .. flying once more toward the city lights that spread out on the 
wasteland before him. Within a minute, Jesus was flying low over I-I5 South .. a wide black ribbon of asphalt 
with broken white lines dividing the lanes. Flying a little faster than the traffic below, Jesus remained high 
enough to avoid the steel arched highway signs. The flashes of lightning and the crashes of thunder grew 
steadily more frequent . and when the rain began to pelt him .. he felt himself losing altitude .. as if God was 
taking back some of the power he had been loaned. 


When his robe was soaked . he could no longer stay airborne .. he swerved recklessly to the right shoulder of 
the highway and landed roughly, stumbling, and falling on the scattered gravel and broken glass, cutting his 


knee. 


"Fuck ‘n’ Shit!" . he shouted, leaping back to his feet and turning to face the oncoming storm, "Damn You, 


Father!" 


Lightning flash and the immediate crash of thunder were the only answer, as the rain turned to big cold drops, 
and the wind gusted fiercely around him. Jesus prepared himself to feel his Father's wrath. 


Suddenly he was bathed in blinding white light, rushing towards him. Jesus braced himself for destruction, but 
then heard the screeching of tires. A long dark vehicle left the highway onto the shoulder and skidded to a 
stop precisely beside him. It was a 1913 Lincoln Continental Mark IV with tinted windows and a strangely silent 


engine. The passenger door swung open and a man in black coat and hat shouted from the driver's seat, 


"A tall gentleman with piercing blue eyes told me | needed to pick you up on my way to Caesar's Palace .. Get 


In!" 


Jesus had three kinds of wisdom whirl through his mind: against accepting rides from strangers .. against 
looking a gift horse in the mouth, and . "Any port in a storm!" he shouted back as he leapt into the passenger 
seat, pulling the door closed behind him. 


The car accelerated and swerved back onto the highway . still strangely silent. The radio was in the middle of 
the Moody Blues' "Slide Zone." The man at the wheel pushed his archaic flat-topped western hat back on his 


head a bit and gave Jesus a quick appraising glance. 


"Welcome," he said, ". My name's Kane." A slight smile crossed his lips which narrowed his sharp eyes to slits. 
"| guess you're going to be the second thing | deliver to Caesar's Palace tonight .. so far.” 


"What's the first?" Jesus asked, giving the man his own appraising look He had a close trimmed beard and 
mustache and appeared to be in his late 30s. He was very focused, yet undeniably relaxed. The guns he wore, a 
large revolver on his hip and a semi-autimatic in a shoulder holster, seemed a bit excessive for this day and 


age, but Jesus felt this man wasn't recently From this day and age. 


"ve got to deliver That too." Kane pointed at the floorboard. 


Jesus hadn't noticed when he got in, a bowling bag at his feet, zipped up and pad-locked. Across the outside 
read "Nothing but Strikes at Mid-World Lanes." 


"Someone forgot their ball on a league night?" Jesus inquired. 


"Whole world's full of people losing their balls anymore. | guess I'm here to help people find ‘em." The man 


spoke, not with resignation, but acceptance . a depth of patience. 
"I think | used to have a gig like that," Jesus said. ".. or thought | did, anyway." 


The rain was coming down in buckets now, and lightning flashed angrily behind them. Kane was blowing past 
traffic without regard for the weather or the speed limit. The city lights flew past on both sides as they got 
deeper into this hedonistic Mecca. A sign appeared up ahead through the downpour .. "West Flamingo Road, Las 
Vegas Strip, exit 38-B" 


A few heartbeats later, Kane swerved right and took the cloverleaf off ramp on two wheels. Jesus held on to 
the the side of his seat to keep from winding up in the driver's lap. As they came out onto the strip, it was 
clear the deluge was beginning to cause a flash flood of the downtown area. Rain washed down side-streets like 
rivers and water on the strip was up over the wheel wells of cars . some of them stalling in traffic with wet 


engines. Kane made it another half block before the glut of stalled cars forced him to pull over. 


"We're a block away," Kane said pointing at the brightly lit garish building with the superficial Roman style 


accents. "Follow me, if you don't mind wading." 


Jesus was already soaked. Kane took the bowling bag and got out .. Jesus followed . water rushing into the car 
when he opened his door. The radio was banging out "When The Levy Breaks" as he closed the door and slogged 
after Kane. He paused a moment and tried to see if he could fly . but to no avail. Then he tried something else 


. and was pleased to discover he could STILL walk on water. 


They crossed the stalled lanes of east bound traffic and climbed a built up median. Clinging there as if 
stranded were two people . a drenched woman in a red dress with a busted lip, and a slim blond guy in a white 
shirt, a skinny black tie, and a big pimp hat that was keeping the rain off. He was cussing at her to the tune of 
"Where the Hell's my Money, Bitch?" 


Jesus recognized one of Lucifer's mormon converts and chose that moment to dent his brother's batting 
average. He reached out and bitch-slapped the would-be pimp, busting HIS lip to match the pretty young 


service provider who was crying beside him. 


"Heavenly Father has a new commandment for you," Jesus said angrily, ". Don't Be a DICK!" He put his finger in 


the young man's face ."Until you learn to work For your girls .. your dick won't work for you." 


He jumped down from the raised median to follow Kane, walking on water across the west-bound lanes of the 


Las Vegas Strip .. hearing faintly through the downpour . "I can't believe Jesus called me a DICK!" 


Two minutes later they were inside the main entrance of the hotel, moving through the throng of people 
rushing in out of the crashing storm. Jesus followed Kane, who made straight for the front desk with the 
bowling bag. A smiling man wearing a gold vest behind the counter greeted them. 


Felonious, my old friend . welcome back." 


Kane stopped a foot shy of the desk at that, looking slightly confused. "Do | know you?" The man in the gold 
vest had a namebadge that said "Eddie." 


‘I've met you four places in the past," Eddie, assured him, "The first time you remembered me and | was sure 


I'd never seen you before. | guess we're even 


"That happens to me more often than .. well .. | am to leave this for the guests in room 1919," Kane said, 


moving on to business, placing the bag heavily on the counter. 
"HEY! We've been waiting for THAT. We knew it was coming, but we didn't know how. Where'd you get it?" 


Kane deadpanned, "A tall slim gentleman with piercing blue eyes told me where to find it . and where to bring it 
. and that | should pick this guy up on my way here," He hooked his thumb over his shoulder at Jesus. 


"Was this tall, blue-eyed gentleman wearing two large sixguns by any chance?" 
"No. He had a broken Telecaster and a monkey." 


Eddie took the bag with both hands and moved it below the counter with care .. then lifted a long black 


rectangular case and set it on the counter in front of Kane. "Here's what was left for you.” 


Kane looked with amazement, giving the case a quick inspection. "| haven't seen this in . in .. it seems like 


forever ago. | gave it to someone . on a very dark crossroads." 


"That's not the way she remembers it .. but | know what you mean" Eddie in the gold vest nodded. "Go on up. 
She's already there and expecting you. Room 1984" 


Kane took the case by the handle and turned to Jesus. "Good luck. | have to go. | think | have more work to do." 


"Me too .. Thanks for the ride" Jesus watched Kane walk away toward the elevators, then turned to the man 
in the gold vest. "| need to get backstage at The Colosseum in the next ten minutes. ls that going to be easy? .. 


or hard?" He didn't want it to sound like an ultimatum .. but it was. 


"Well . if it was just anyone asking, | would need a crapload of cash or at least casino-chips .. gold bars ." He 
rang the bell on the counter-top and looked expectantly across the lobby at a boy in a gold vest sitting in a 


small motorized cart, ". but since you arrived with Mr Kane . | think we can VIP on you .. um .. | mean .. 


nevermind.” 


The boy in the indoor golf cart was already crossing the lobby, careful not to run over anyone. The vehicle 


had the Caesar's Palace logo on a banner overhead, three passenger seats, and room in back for luggage. 
"Jake . This gentleman needs to be backstage at the Colosseum in 9 minutes and counting down fast." 


The man behind the counter held out a red laminated pass on a lanyard to Jesus. He accepted it and wrapped it 
around his hand like a rosary, then took the seat beside the boy, who appeared to be in his early teens. 


"Don't run anyone down," Eddie suggested. "It's pretty crowded tonight, and the weather's driving them in like 
stray cats." 


"Got it," the boy, Jake, said confidently. He was just about to pull away from the front desk when another man 
stepped up beside them. 


| heard you were going to the Colosseum. I'm going there as well. D'you mind if | ride along?" The man spoke 


with a British dialect and had a relaxed expression on his face . half frown .. half smirk. 

Jake smiled. "Sure, Mister .. Have a seat." In seconds they were zooming up the long concourse of the Hotel and 
Casino which ran for two city blocks entirely indoors. They dodged groups of people and let individuals dodge 
them as they made their way. Thunder could be heard through all the din of gambling and music. 

Jesus looked over his shoulder at the man riding behind. "Say .. Aren't you Noel Gallagher?" 

"The one an' Only," he replied. 

Jesus nodded . "I have to say . ‘Morning Glory’ is one of the best albums ever." 


"Yes it is," Noel conceded, taking a swig from a flask, and then slipping it back into his jacket. 


"Are you performing here?" Jesus asked, not sure why . He was NOT expecting to be able to seek 


entertainment tonight, maybe not ever. 

"Nah . Vegas is where careers go to die. | won't play Vegas. If | ever get tired of tourin, I'll just retire.” 

"So did you come for the games?" 

Noel frowned, shook his head, and lit a cigarette, (though Jesus was pretty sure there was no smoking inside 
this complex). "I don't like to gamble. | only bet on myself. I'm just here to watch out for my brother Liam. He 


opened for Marilyn Manson tonight." He took a drag on the cigarette. "He often needs someone to stop him 


from getting arrested . or drowning in the toilet." 


There was a break in the conversation as they sped past clubs and spas . bars and the jingling of slot 
machines. For a second Jesus thought he saw Kane, followed by Stewart Copeland crossing their path on the 
concourse in matching black attire, (despite seeing Kane take the elevator up only minutes before) . but some 
really tasty-looking women in short skirts and high heels crossed their path, and Jesus lost sight of the duo in 
the shifting crowd. Then Noel spoke again . "Aren't you Jesus Christ?" 

Jesus shrugged. "Well .. Jesus of Nazareth anyway. ‘Christ was kind of an honorary title my followers stuck on 
me after | was killed . kind of like calling Elvis ‘The King: after he died to boost his record sales. My disciples 
lost their shit when | kicked it" 

Noel nodded, "So .. is this the second coming?" 

"Hell No! Like you said . Vegas is where careers come to die. | am here to resign . retire . quit .” 

‘Cash your chips." Noel added with amused enthusiasm. "I've been there." 

The cart slowed . then suddenly stopped Jesus saw there was a crowd around the front of a jazz bar that 
opened onto the concourse. The way forward was blocked. There was some altercation in the doorway of the 
bar. Jesus stood up in the cart to get a better view. 

A tall slim man in a black suit wearing dark sunglasses was holding another tall slim man in a black suit by the 
the scruff of the neck just outside the doors. A pale round-faced man with long stringy hair, a whispy beard, 


and rose-colored glasses was shoving a fat woman in a pink dress out the door behind them. 


"You can't sit at the foot of the stage during a live jazz show with your loud ‘| dream of jeanie' ring tone going 


off every two minutes," the tall slim man in dark glasses declared. 


The long-haired man with the rose-colored glasses added, "And your fat ass wife needs to stop sucking, when 
she gets to the bottom of . Jesus! . how many chocolate milkshakes?" 


"Four," the man in dark glasses said without missing a beat. 


The man held by the scruff sputtered, "But | have a gambling addiction .. we are just trying to enjoy our 


vacation without going into any casinos." 

"Gambling addiction," Dark glasses said with contempt. 

"So you took a vacation to Las Vegas .. MORON!" Rose-colored glasses completed the sentiment. 
"Well . that's Over Now .." said Dark glasses . 


"So take your big fat cow .. and get Outta Here!" Rose-colored finished. 


The rumpled couple stood there looking confused and stupid for a few seconds .. until Rose-colored shrugged 
and kicked the fat woman in the back of her right knee. She tipped sideways and fell like a shrink-wrapped 
stack of pole-axed elephant seals. Dark glasses seconded that motion by stepping up and throwing her hapless 
husband down on top of her to make a nice pile . and then tossed the cell phone on top of both of them . 
which promptly started going off with the ‘I dream of jeanie' theme music. The two self-appointed bouncers 
dusted off their hands with dramatic satisfaction and went back inside the bar. The crowd outside the bar 
quickly dispersed, being surrounded by thousands of square feet of entertainment options almost as good as 
watching people get bounced. 


The cart moved cautiously forward until they could zip along again, and within another minute, they were at 
the side entrance of The Colosseum. The boy, Jake, announced, "These doors go straight to the backstage area 
so you won't have to deal with the crowds around front." 


He stopped the cart a few feet short of the shins of a large Afrosian man . a well dressed b foot 8 in a full 
set of Roman segmentata. Jesus observed he was accurate in every historical detail, from the gleaming helmet 
down to the gladius and sandals . but his belt added handcuffs, pepper-spray, a stun-gun, and a walkie with an 
ear piece inserted. This imposing guard put out his hand as they stepped out of the electric cart. 


"Stop right there," he said, "Not even VIP wrist bands will get you in THESE doors.” 


Jake stepped ahead, speaking up at this looming man. "Badges? .. We don't need no stinkin’ badges! .. These are 
VIPs that need to get in without delay." 


"Look kid . Nobody is getting in these doors. | got orders." 


Jesus stepped up and presented the red laminated pass on the lanyard. "I was given this by the front office as 
safe conduct. | have an appointment with Marilyn Manson, and | don't have much time." 


The guard took the pass and examined it . as if he thought it must be fake. "I'll have to call this in ." he said, 


clearly determined to be uncooperative or at least to take as long as possible. 


Noel Gallagher stepped up and delivered a nut-crunching uppercut, just below the skirts of the guard's Roman 
armor. The towering man levitated for nearly a second, letting out a high pitched wheeze .. before falling like a 
building undergoing controlled demolition. Noel put his foot in the middle of the man's chest as he took his keys, 


walkie, and stun-gun. 
"My brother could be drowning in the toilet as we speak, you officious overgrown speed bump!" 


Young Jake admired the finality of Mr Gallagher's problem solving skills. "| was about to do something like that, 
but my boss said | can't shoot anyone tonight until after midnight." 


With the keys, Noel and Jesus entered the shadowy realm of the backstage hallway. Noel stopped at a door 


midway along. He could hear his brother ranting inside. 


"Here he is. See you later, Jesus." With a salute, he stepped in and closed the door behind him. 


Jesus moved quickly on down the hall to an open door at the end. There was light beyond. When he came to 
the the threshold, he saw the man he'd come to see looking at him with his mismatched eyes .. standing in the 
middle of the room drinking a tall beverage from a long straw. He was wearing a leather corset, thigh-high 
boots, a black rubber cod-piece, and a patent leather peaked cap with a skull above the bill. He finished his sip 
and spoke . 


"Hey Jesus . My Lord told me to expect you . and what your here about." He was bizarrely relaxed and casual 
. but then . there was no rule book for how to talk to a deity or major religious figure about oral sex on 


stage. 


Jesus was once again glad not to have to start from scratch explaining himself. "Did your Lord tell you to help 


me out with that?" he asked. 


Manson took another swig of his drink, then put the tall cup down on a table next to a frosty pitcher. "Well .. 
MY Lord doesn't really work like that. He mostly just lets me decide what | want to do . and then | do it." 


"If my Lord was as cool as yours . we wouldn't be having this conversation," Jesus said, hoping it was taken as 
the compliment it was intended to be. "But mine's a douche . so I've decided to take off this uniform and leave 


the show." 


Marilyn nodded . seeming to understand. ".. So .. before | agree to help you .. um .. by getting my dick sucked 
on stage in front of a capacity crowd by Jesus of Nazareth ...| just want to ask two questions: .... one . Is your 
expectation that doing this will UNMAKE christianity as a religion? .. And regardless . two . are you sure you 
want to do this?" 


"It should work. Christianity was started with an alleged sacrifice," Jesus explained. "An equally public defilement 
should undo that . and free everyone to be responsible for their own souls once again. And that storm outside 


is actually God coming to try to stop me . which he wouldn't be doing if he wasn't afraid it was going to work." 


"That's a pretty good pitch." Manson said, ".. Ok .. I'm In" he picked up the frosty pitcher and offered it to 
Jesus. "It's almost time. You want to chug some banana banshee before we go. They're yummy .. and | 


consecrated the whole pitcher." 


Jesus considered it .. but had momentary doubts about drinking something consecrated by a Priest of Satan, 
remembering what happens to vampires and demons when hit with holy water. "I better not .. but would love 


some afterward | guess . if the offer still stands." 


"Certainly. Let's go." Manson said, getting his long leather coat on. "Oh . we really should play at least the first 
song of the second set though .. to get the crowd stirred up. 


"Yeah, That makes sense." Jesus agreed. 


"Get them all in the mood for some blasphemy after their trips to the concession stand. .. Do you want a 


tambourine, so you won't look idle while the rest of us play?" 


In the packed Colosseum venue, fans began to cheer as the white lights came down and the stage lights 
bloomed in shades of blue and purple. The drums began to pound out a slow crashing rhythm. When the lights 
bled red, Manson appeared at the top of the scaffolding at the back of the stage . with Jesus behind him. 
Manson put on his vaunted cover of the Eurythmics' "Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This)" . The crowd 
responded with howls and cheers and then shrieks. Jesus stayed at the top as Manson made his way down the 
steep stairs in his platform boots . dishing up the drama and depravity of the familiar song . screaming out 
the timeless dichotomy. 


Above the powerful sound systems on all sides of the stage, Jesus could hear huge rumblings of thunder 
outside the venue . and could feel their vibration as he held on to the railing of the scaffold This close to his 
goal .. on stage with the most unholy dick in Las Vegas . he wondered what his father would do next. Feeling 
warned . he started down the stairs just as the song was concluding . Manson letting out the most dire howls 
as the band molested their instruments for maximum effect. 


When Jesus arrived at center stage, Manson gathered himself up to his full height, and proclaimed into his 
microphone .. "Ladies and Gentleman . Creatures and Minions .. Slaves .. and Human Beings! .. Tonight we have a 
special guest." He made a flamboyant gesture with one hand. "Let me introduce to you . a man who died for all 
your sins ... Jesus of Nazareth! .. And he's here tonight to collaborate with ME ... in a Ritual Act of 
Blasphemy!" 


The crowd roared it's approval, half carried along by Manson's enthusiasm .. most of the rest actually 
understood what he'd said, and they thought it sounded cool. Jesus raised his hand to greet the assembled 


throng, and Manson handed him the microphone. 


"That's right everyone. | am here to formally QUIT the church .. ALL of the churches that have misled people 
and bungled things in my name for 2000 years. THEY are on their own . and YOU are going to be responsible 


for your own sins . and your own souls from now on" 


Manson raised his arms and exhorted the crowd, who followed him in cheering and screaming. Jesus handed 
Manson the microphone, and the base drum began beating a slow rhythm. The audience clapped in time with 
the drum . and Jesus got down on his knees in front of Marilyn Manson, who threw off his long leather coat 
and pulled off his cod piece, tossing it into the crowd. Whether it was the erotic prospect of a handsome man 
on his knees .. the exhibitionism . the epic blasphemy he was about to perpetrate . or just the fact that he 


was a master showman . Manson's cock was erect and jutted out towards Jesus . inches from his face. 


At this moment there was a great screeching of steel, the loud cracks of rivets popping loose, and as 
everyone in the Colosseum watched in horror and amazement (mostly amazement because of a lot of drugs) .. 
the roof of the entire venue was ripped off and cast away by high winds . and the rain poured in, drenching 
everyone on stage and off. Lightning and thunder and the roar of the powerful winds was all that could be 


heard . except for the base drum . now dwarfed in magnitude. 


God Was Here! Jesus lunged for Manson's cock, but found, for some reason, he couldn't get his mouth around 
it. He suddenly realized his mouth was gone .. replaced by a penis. He looked up at Manson, who reached down 
and stroked the penis now where Jesus' mouth was supposed to be . trying to get it hard. He rubbed his erect 


member against it . slick in the rain 


The audience had momentarily begun to flee as the Colosseum came apart and the elements rushed in to soak 
them .. but the bizarre spectacle on stage stopped everyone, and they watched through the pouring rain .. 
Marilyn Manson and Jesus of Nazareth rubbing their dicks together as the peels of thunder rolled. Onto the 
stage a whirlwind of black smoke appeared and condensed . into the fairly unmistakable shape of Lucifer . this 
time 13 feet tall with red skin, black horns, black wings, his trademark pitchfork . and he strode upon the stage 
and shook a fist at the sky. 


"Why is it always dirty pool with you?" His voice echoed as he confronted God. 


The rain suddenly stopped. The sky cleared in seconds revealing a million stars overhead .. and on stage 
appeared the orange light of a large Burning Bush. Lucifer pointed his pitchfork at his Priest, Manson .. and 
turned his penis into a vagina. Jesus seized the opportunity and thrust the dick on his face into Manson's 
newly minted pussy. 


Light from the burning bush shown upon Jesus, and he transformed again . until his whole body was a large 
cock and balls standing on the stage. 


[| can't believe God made me a Dick!] Jesus thought . [Well . really | can] 


Lucifer shouted, "Two can play at that game, you old bastard!" His pitchfork glowed again, and Marilyn Manson 
was likewise transmuted into a 6 foot tall vagina. Then, hoping to forestall God's next retaliatory move .. Lucifer 
whipped out his own stout red dick and proceeded to pee a powerful stream onto the Burning Bush .. quenching 
the flames and dampening the light they cast. 


Dick Jesus flopped toward Pussy Manson and proceeded thrust his head between the labia . determined to fuck 
him .. to consummate this blasphemy. Could christianity survive the unmitigated atrocity being viewed by 
thousands ? 


At least a hundred people in the audience (only some of which were on acid) were suddenly pretty sure they 
got the wrong tickets. This was a scene from "The Wall" .. All of them were certain The Wall was better than 
Marilyn Manson and watched the giant 3D fuck scene . hoping the music would come back up. All of the rest 


of the audience not sharing a Pink Floyd moment . watched because they couldn't look away. Christianity and 
Satanism were fucking on stage while Lucifer gave God The Father Almighty a golden shower. 


A wave of pure Lustful Desire swept out from the stage .. like a ripple on calm water .. or a shock-wave from 
a bomb .. everyone in an ever increasing radius became aroused . and started doing something about it. As 
Jesus the Dick continued to plow Manson the Pussy .. Over 4000 people, from the front row to the nose- 
bleed seats, began to give in to powerful carnal impulses . lunging at one another in passionate kisses while 
ripping their own clothes off . or helping others to do it for them. Within twenty seconds, everyone in the 


Colosseum was naked, kissing, sucking, and fucking those around them . 


As Lucifer continued to drench the Burning Bush with his powerful stream of Satanic Pee . the walls of the 
Colosseum began to sag and crumble away. People and Things from attached venues began falling through the 
gaps in the walls .. Seigfried and Roy slid down a cascade of bricks and scree . Seigfried fucking Roy in the ass, 
while Roy fucked their white tiger, eagerly giving the tiger a reach-around. 


Outside the Colosseum, the effects of this Fuckpocalypse continued to spread . quickly encompassing all of 
Caesar's Palace .. and in only minutes . ALL of Las Vegas. Hotels full of people became orgies in the hallways . 
Casinos full of gamblers became hotbeds of carnal fervor . roulette, poker, and blackjack tables all covered 
with people fucking or some-way devouring one another. The streets of the city still deep with the storm's 
floodwaters became naked pool parties . police going down on prostitutes, pimps going down on little old ladies, 


Mother Superior humped a bum, while Sister Angelica begged the pizza man to stick his cock in her's. 


Back at ground zero .. the Burning Bush had vanished .. or been vanquished. Lucifer looked around at the din of 
debauchery that extended in every direction Jesus and Manson had resumed their human forms and were 
getting up from the stage . both looking a bit cockeyed . Jesus had JBF hair . Manson's lipstick was smeared 


across his cheek. 
"Well .." Jesus said after an awkward pause, "Whatever the fuck that was . | hope it worked." 
"What do you think you'll do now?" Manson asked .. pulling one of his thigh-high boots up. 


"| guess | need to look for a job . as, hopefully, | am no longer in the business of redemption," Jesus said, 
checking cautiously to see that his dick was where it should be. 


"There's a Public Employment facility on East I2th Street," Manson offered. "They should be open in the 


morning." 


Jesus walked out of the Colosseum though a gap where the walls had collapsed, and found himself outside of 
Caesar's Palace. There was light shining down from heaven on two men standing in the middle of a large 
fountain. God had not quite left town Jesus quickly realized it was Noel Gallagher and his drunken brother 


conversing with their creator. He listened in on their end of the conversation: 


"Yeah! .. You've said that twice now .. but What do | need YOU for?" Noel said. Jesus saw Noel reaching into his 


back pocket and pulling out a switchblade. 

Liam jumped up and down in the water waving his arms, "HLL DO IT! .. LET ME! 

Noel opened the switchblade . then zapped his brother unconscious with the stun-gun 

"Sorry, Lord," Noel said, looking up at the heavenly light, "but | can't let you have my brother. He's not cut out 
for Messiah work really" He put the stun gun back in his pocket and turned the long knife in his left hand. "As 


for me .. | will certainly keep you in mind if | ever feel like going pro." 


The light dimmed .. and Noel grabbed his unconscious brother by the back of his jacket and dragged him out of 
the fountain. He put his knife away and picked Liam up, putting him over his shoulder. 


[His cross to bear] Jesus thought . but the song "He Ain't Heavy" came into his mind. 


As Noel carried his brother toward the hotel, Jesus heard him singing . "He wants me ... He wants me so 


baaad.." 


